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papa and I die, your father will get them and they will
descend in our family through the years."
In spite of the follies and foibles characteristic of
their India, my grandparents were a gracious couple.
In them one found charity in its most unostentatious
form. I was always conscious that wherever they went
they were respected. Together they had s*een Europe in
the days when Europe was a distant land. They knew
London, Paris and Vienna and had seen the life of
Europe before two wars. They were never very* rich in
the material sense of the word but they had always so
much to give. That was their richness.
They had married young. They had had four chil-
dren: my father and my three aunts.
I remember a lot of little things about my grand-
father. I can fondly recall how he would drive up the
hill in his Sunbeam car when, after a day's work, he
caipe home to change. I remember the beautifully cut
clothes he wore, the smell of camphor from his ward-
robe, his top hat, his tail coat, the initialled handker-
chiefs on which he sprinkled a few drops of lavender or
musk, and how like a handsome Edwardian he would
drive out in the evening to his club. I remember also his
choice handmade stationery with the letterhead of The
Cloisters, and his impressive dispatch case which he
carried to and from his office.
Among the earliest presents I remember receiving
from him was a seal with my initials on it. I had a
childish craving for wanting to write important letters
when I had only just learned to scribble. Then I would
put the seal on the envelope and post it. I wondered
why nobody ever replied.
My grandfather had an opera hat which I called jack-